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Extract from the Rev. Mr. Maffit?s Sermon, preached in 
Philadelphia, in October last, from 1 Cor. i. 21. 


Tue defects of human wisdom have been remedied by the 
revealing of God’s will to mankind ; and by commanding 
his servants to preach his gospel to a lost world. He has 
remedied all these defects, by commanding his servants to 
eo cut into the world and preach the gospel—by being pre- 
sent with these dear disciples, and standing with them in 
the hour of danger; and by declaring, that through them he 
would speak to the hearts of sinners, and bring men home to 
Christ. 

I do feel this evening that the Lord has remedied every 
defect. Ido feel it so, notwithstanding we are not privi- 
leged with such glorious views as, our fathers,—though we 
have not arrived at so glorious a height,—though we are not 
equal to a Whitfield, a Wesley, a Tennant, a F letcher, and 
the other men of Goa who shone in the last century. When 
they preached Jesus Christ and him crucified, the power of 
God fell upon the people like lightning from heaven. 
Though there is no such powerful effect manifested at the 
present day, still we have the same God present, and I be- 
lieve the same power may be felt among us. I believe that 
the spirit of the Lord is given to us in proportion to our 
needs and if we had a little less of the wisdom of the world, 
anda little more of the wisdom of God, we should preach. 
and the hearers would be struck down before the Loréi. 
We should preach Christ and him crucified, and you would 
stand before us arrayed in all the habiliments of Wo and 
sorrow. We should preach, and the arms of Jesus would 
be thrown over the congregation. Every heart would be 
affe cted, s—every proud sinner would bow down, and every 
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rebel throw down his arms. O! fora portion of that holy 
power this evening, that we might blow the gospel trumpet 
in your ears, and sound the alarm to all who are opposers 
of the Cross,—that we might loudly call on all men to pre- 
pare to meet their God. 

God has so ordered that the wisdom of this world should 
be foolishness with him, and that his wisdom should be fool- 
ishness with man. In so ordering and sending his truth, 
and his servants to preach Jesus Christ and him crucified, 
he hath declared, “ And lo, I am with you alway; even 
unto the end of the world.” O Jesus, thou lover of souls, 
art thou with us this evening, and shall we close this meet- 
ing without getting one soul to love the Lord? Shall we bid 
you adieu this holy Sabbath evening,—shall we leave you, 
without knowing whether you will be for Christ or against 
him,—whether you will turn away from one who pleads with 
you, as Felix of old, “ Go thy way stranger, why troublest 
thou me? I will attend to thee when it is a more convenient 
season,—now, I am engaged—I am busy with the concerns 
of life,—I am swallowed up in pleasure,—I have no time 
to think about another and a better world.” O, my friends, 
the time is coming, when all the joys of life shall have ex- 
pired,—when you will be left alone,——when you will have 
time to turn and turn upon your pillow, and in the hour of 
midnight find no rest. ‘The hour is coming, when the thun- 
der of the last day will speak in language which cannot be 
inisunderstood—when God will ask, “ What have you done 
with my talents, my Sabbaths, my pifts 3 ?” ‘The hour is com- 
ing when every living soul shall have passed off the stage of 
action, and when they shall be assembled before the bar 
of God—when you and I will be confronted—when you will 
have to answer for how you hear me preach, and I must an- 
swer for how I preachto you. It is a small matter for me 
to be judged by-the world—the grand point is to know how 
to stand the fiery ordeal. Have 1 done my duty to your 
souls P Have I endeavoured to do it? Jf not, permit me to 
make one more effort. O ye blood-bought souls! O ye 
souls fur whom Christ died! O ye precious and valuable 
beings,—ye men and women, who are hurrying away to the 
verge of the eternal world! I call on you by the mercy of 
the living God—by his threatenings—by his invitations— 
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Sy his promises, in the melting language of divine truth, 
which has been handed down to us by the eternal God. I 
call on you to repent, by the dying agonies and bloody sweat 
of the Lord Jesus Christ—by his resurrection and ascension 
—by all the dear tokens of his passion, which bis blessed 
body now bears before the throne of God. I call upon you 
by the most interesting of all things—the ashes of your dead 
friends—by the shades of those holy ministers that have 
ministered in your hearing. I call upon you by the last 
prayer and the last sermon that John Summerfield preached 
to you in this city, and by the last words he uttered. I call 
on you to repent, by all that is valuable in heaven—by the 
songs of the redeemed—by the groans of the damned—-by 
all that is pleasant and delightful in the intercourse which 
we have with our fellow men—I call on you to repent. Will 
you repent, my dear precious friends? Will you this night 
have Jesus to reign and rule over you? © fathers, O ye 
venerable men 3 as you are about to put your feet into the 
grave—as vour peor snowy locks are about to be laid down 
in sorrow in the charnel house, may I beg of Almighty God 
to bless you? Let your son throw his arms around you,— 

let him beg of you by all the sorrows of the dying, and by 
the value of the souls of your children—by all the long hope 
and joys of a long eternity —by all the feelings that gathered 
round you in the hour which summoned your little ones to 
the bar of God—I beseech you to come in, to the marriage 
supper of the Lord Jesus C hrist. 


My dear young friends, I see a great many of you here, 
and [am perhaps “néarly the same age as many of you. Will 
you hear me? I am a stranger ; but will you hear the words 
of truth from a stranger ? I have seen a great deal of the vani- 
ties and sins of the world—I have sipped of many a pleasing 
draught of folly—I have rode—not upon the ocean of glory ; 
bat I have seen some of those pleasant little joyous hours, 
that youth are fond of, and have anticipated many joys on 
earth. ‘The hour was, when I never dreamed of sorrow— 
when I knew not that storms of adversity would one day 
beat upon my defenceless head—I never looked forward to 
dangers. I thought all was well with me, while I dreamed 
f and painted the future, joy, in endless perspective. | 
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thought surely that I should never come here—I thought f 
should never leave my native home, with all its charms; 
and all my circle of friends. But behold what God has 
done—how different it has turned out with me. But I have 
found religion in the hour of sorrow ; and in the day of ad- 
versity, when all the world was a blank to me, it lit up my 
soul with so much joy, and peace, and happiness, that I can 
truly say, this evening, one moment of heaven at the feet of 
Jesus, and in the service of God, is worth all my past pleas- 
ures in the world. O, my dear. young friends, I would re- 
commend it to you ; and I entreat you this night to seek Je- 
sus. The hour is coming, it is near, when you will find the 
world desert you, like pleasures that have passed, and you 
will find sorrow—when you look around you for friends to 
comfort you, you will find none. O how anxiously will you 
look around you for some dear friend to save you from the 
storms of adversity, and shield you in the hour of danger— 
to give you happiness when sinking under the weight of ad- 
verse fortune. Young gentlemen, I pray God to bless you, 
—I know much dependence is on you,—I know the future 
hopes of your country ought to lie near your hearts. I know, 
my young friends, that when I leok on you, I look upon fu- 
ture fathers, and mothers, and supporters of the honour of 
society—the honour of virtue and religion. I look on those 
who will give a stamp to society,—whose influence may do 
much harm, and spread wide destruction around them, and 
undo what their fathers have accomplished. I look upon 
you all as Americans, and I believe and am firmly persuad- 
ed, that, unless you pursue pure and undefiled religion in its 
original simplicity, and beauty, your government will go 

down as rapidly as it has ascended. Religion is the golden 
zone that binds any country together. If you preserve her 
in her purity of character, your children will live for ever. 
You will be first in the march to the kingdom of glory—first 
among the nations of the earth. And as you now present a 
glorious spectacle to surrounding nations, as first in the ranks 
ef freedom, so will you be seen first in the march of truth 
and knowledge. Wherever your countrymen go, will be 
seen not merely the star spangled banner, but the banner of 
the Cross. The Star ef Bethlehem will go with you; and 
it will be told to after generations, that America preserved 
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herself, and preserved her glory, only through the religion of 
the Lord Jesus Christ. Christians, the eyes of your coun- 
try are already upon you—may God help you to go forth in ~ 
the cause of the religion of the Cross—may you feel around 
you its glorious influence, and may you thus produce a last- 
ing benefit to your country, to your friends, and to posterity 


—may God bless you. Had I more strength, I would say~ 


more—but you will forgive me—I may die to-night, and ne- 
ver preach another sermon. God calls me to go and preach ; 
and did I think it my last sermon, I would preach till morn- 
ing dawn,—till I was left alone in the house of God. It is 
because I am preaching for souls—my friends, it is because 


vour souls are precious—It is because I know the hour is 


coming, when vou may have suffered more sorrow, pain, 
and agony, in that place of darkness, the abode of the damn- 
ed, than all the inhabitants of Philadelphia have suffered, 
from the first settlement of the place till the present moment. 
A time may come, when stormis shall have driven you away, 
to a place where hope never cometh ; into a region of des- 
pair; and as you stand there amid all the gloomy terrors of 


- an eternal hell, you may lift up your voices and cry to the 


watchman,—-What of the hour? Eternity! Eternity ! 
will be the answer. No wonder, then, that I linger round 
your hearts-——-no wonder that I should preach another and 
another hour,—that I should gather round you and beg you, 
by all that is precious and lovely, to escape for your lives. 
Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the 
world. Icall myself nothing but a shepherd’s boy, come 
after the sheep who have wandered away from their Fa- 
ther’s fold. I have come after souls—I had rather have 
my crown sparkling with souls—I should rather have a 
sheaf out of this city, to carry with me up the mount of God, 
than to have my name recorded on every book of fame,—to 
preside over every state in the Union; or to be raised 
above all other minister’s throughout the world. 

Let me be a minister of the lowly Jesus,—let me go about 
doing good, and I care not for smiles nor crowns, but give 
me souls. 

Sirs, I] want souls—I want souls for God. I want you not 
to be for Paul or Apollos—I want not to proselyte you to 
this system or that—I want to proselyte you tothe Cross of 
the Eord Jesus. I don’t want you to take my badge upon 
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you, pledging yourselves to this order or that; but IT want to 
turn you from the error of your ways. If there are any 
among you who are swallowed up in vanity and worldly 
pleasure—if there any who have never known Jesus, I want 
that they should be changed by divine grace,—that when 
we meet again it may be in heaven. This is probably the 
last Sabbath that I may be permitted to address you—ano- 
ther Sabbath evening may never see me in your city. O 
that God would do what I cannot do—touch your hearts. 
O that God would speak, and when my language fails, may 
his good Spirit operate upon all your hearts. If we never 
do see each other’s faces again, this side the grave, may we 
meet in the bright courts of the glorious temple of the living 
God; where God is seen in the midst thereof,--may we all 
be stars of the first magnitude, and revolve round the blessed 
Jesus for ever, swallowed up in his charms, who liveth and 
reigneth one God. Amen. 


oe 


THE TROUBLESOME FRIEND. 


To the Editor of the Youths’ Magazine. 
SIR, 


In the hope that some of your correspondents may offer 
a few remarks on the subject on which Lam about to address 
you, I have been induced to lay before you certain griev- 
ances under which I have long privately groaned; and as it 
is possible that others besides myself may have similar things 
to complain of, you may, by the insertion of my letter, be 
rendering a public service while conferring a private obliga- 
tion. 

You must know that the house adjoining my Father’s is 
occupied by a family with whom we are on terms of intima- 
cy. The eldest daughter especially, being a girl of my own 
age, I have always considered as a particular friend; and 
notwithstanding the complaints Iam about to lay before 
you, I really feel a sincere regard for her; although I will 
not deny that the warm affection which I at first entertained 
is greatly damped by the continual vexations to: which her 
conduct exposes me. In short, sir, she is one of those good 
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sort of people whose misfortune it is to be very soon af- 
fronted. 

Now it is needless to state how many occasions will per- 
petually occur, between such near neighbours, of taking of- 
fence where there is a disposition to do so;—and that not- 
withstanding the most sincere and diligent efforts on cne 
partto avoid them. Being myself one of a large family, my 
time is very much occupied by domestic affairs; besides by 
attention to those pursuits which are necessary to the com- 
pletion of my education. Now it unfortunately happens 
that our neighbour, although in circumstances apparently 
similar to my own, has, or makes a much larger portion of 
leisure than 1 can command; and hence arises one of the 
principal sources of uneasiness between us. She is so much 
hurt, as her phrase is, that I am not ready and willing at all 
times of the day to step in, or to have a gossip over the gar- 
den wall.- Now, although no gne can enjoy the pleasures of 
society more than I do at proper seasons, yet 1 must say it 
is no enjoyment to me to have the regular and agreeable 
routine of my daily avocations liable to perpetual interrup- 
tion. It is, however, on this account that my troublesome 
friend is perpetually reproaching me with being—* a bad 
neighbour”—*“ unsociable”—* proud ;” and with being 
indifferent to her society.” 

I do assure you that I cannot pace up and down our gar- 
den walk with a book in my hand, but at the hazard of 
giving offence; for if she should happen to be within sight, 
and if I should not happen to raise my head to nod to her, 
and say good morning, it will take her a week to pardon 
the neglect. ‘Then it would surprise you to hear the plausi- 
ble manner she has of representing her grievances ; so that 
when her complaints have been repeated to me by some mu- 
tual friend, I have really begun to fancy myself quite in the 
wrong; and yet upon the coolest reflection I cannot accuse 
myself of misconduct in this matter. 

My friend is wont, with a very resigned, pathetic, and 
reasonable sort of look and manner to make such com- 
plaints as the following.—“ Ido feel a little hurt, I must 
confess ;—so much attention as I have shewn to her, and so 
much regard as, I can truly say, I feel for her. Why, I 
have,.known her pass our parlour window twenty times in 
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a day, when she knows I have been sitting there, without 
once giving herself the trouble to turn her head to nod to 
ine ;—is not this a little strange, so intimate as we are >” 

“ Certainly, it is,” says our mutual friend. 

“Well, and then she makes an excuse of being so vastly 
busy; for my part I’ve no notion of being too busy to 
speak to a friend; have you?” 

* Certainly not.” 

“ Well, one can never step in there but one seems to be 
interrupting them: and it is quite a favour to get her to 
bring her work, and sit an hour with one ia the morning: 
in short, I have Yone asking her. I don’t deny that she is 
willing to come in and do one a kindness, when it is need- 
ed: but I like a friend to be a friend at all times, and in my 
opinion there’s nothing so charming as a sociable disposi- 
tion; for my own part this is so much my temper, that, as 
I often say, I feel these slights the more, and certainly at 
times I cannot help feeling a little hurt.” 

In this style, as I have been repeatedly informed, she 
makes out a case against me. But as I never take any 
other notice of such charges than by doing all in my power 
to shew her real friendship, we might go on tolerably, if it 
were not that sometimes, owing to some unforeseen occur- 
rence, or mistake, which it is impossible always to guard 
against, my friend takes more serious offence ;—so much so, 
at times, that during many weeks she has refused to speak 
tome. I should be ashamed to call the attention of your 
readers to the detail of affairs so trifling, if it were not for the 
sake of illustrating my meaning ; with this view 1 will men- 
tion an instance or two of the kind. 

The last time that she appeared so much offended, it was 
in consequence of my having omitted to send her a formal 
invitation to spend the evening with me. Wishing to see 
several of my young friends, I had previously consulted 
with her about the day, and having fully agreed together 
when it should be, Ff sat down to write the notes to my other 
friends, without its even occurring to me that she would ex- 
pect any further notice. However, to my great surprise, she 
did not join our party; and when [ sent in'to inquire the 
reason, she returned me only a cold and formal excuse. It 
was in vain that I endeavoured to recollect any thing [ had 
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done or left undone that could have vexed her; and it was not 
till weeks afterwards that she condescended to explain the 
cause of her displeasure. Now really, if 1 had thought of 
writing her a note of invitation, I should have been in equal 
danger of giving offence ; for then, it is probable she would 
have accused me of being too ceremonious with her. 

I should be more ready to suspect that the blame was on 
my part, if it were not that others of her acquaintance make 
the same complaints. We are both of us teachers in our 
Sunday School; and there is no situation, as you may be 
aware, in which a quarrelsome or peevish disposition is 
more likely to shew itself. You will rot be surprised, there- 
fore, when I say that my poor neighbour is continually tak- 
ing umbrage with some of her fellow teachers ; when any fresh 
arrangement takes place in the classes, she seldom fails to 
complain that all the most stupid children are selected for 
her. Her attendance at the school is not the most regular ; 
yet no one can offer her the kindest remonstraace on this 
subject, or suggest the smallest improvement in her method 
of teaching, without the certainty of her being highly of- 
fended. If any new plans are projected without consulting 
her, that is sure to be considered as a personal affront ; and 
if, on the other hand, she is consulted, we are equally sure 
of her objecting to what is proposed. She is always com- 
plaining that she has so little to do with the management of 
the school; and indeed she is so constanily dissatisfied, that 
her services are much less acceptable than they would oth- 
erwise be: for there is, you know, trouble and difficulty and 
fatigue enough in a Sunday School, without having our em- 
barrassments increased by disagreements amongst the teach- 
ers. 

Having been so long used to the peculiarity of my friend’s 
temper, I was really scarcely aware of the degree of bon- 
dage and restraint which is imposed upon me, until lately 
when she was absent from home on a visit of some months, 
I cannot adequately describe to you how much I felt at lib- 
erty as soon as she was gone. I could now walk in the gar- 
den without looking fifty ways to see if she was in sight. I 
could go out, or come in, read or write, or take a walk with 
any other friend, and all with a degree ‘of freedom and com- 
fort, unknown heretofore. And the glow of sincere pleas- 
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ure with which I should otherwise have welcoméd her re- 
turn, was. (I do not deny it) damped exceedingly by the 
recollection of the trouble it would inevitably bring upon me. 

Now surely that must be a serious fault in a person’s 
character, which, in spite of many good qualities, renders 
her company burdensome, and her absence a deliverance : 
and if any thing could be suggested that might successfully 
represent the weakness and unreasonableness of such a dis- 
position, it would at once do a real service to all such 
troublesome friends, and inspire with the warmest gratitude 
all their troubled acquaintance. 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 


PENELOPE. 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 


LETTER TO A FRIEND. 


DeAR Sir, 

The attention with which you treated my last, con- 
vinces me that a line from my pen will not displease you. 
[ have not much news tocommunicate ; andif I knew what 
topic would be interesting to you, I would make it my pre- 
sent theme. A little while since every one was talking of 
La Fayette ; every infant was taught to lisp his name, and 
every boy thought himself a little hero in sounding his deeds 
of martial fame. You have probably thought him a very 
great man; and so indeed he is; but I can tell you of a 
greater. 

La Fayette, when only twenty-two years of age, so com- 
manded the Ameticiin forces, as to come off the field victo- 
rious. But there was once a shepherd’s boy, who by his pre- 
sence of mind, without arms, without aid from others, de- 
livered his country when invaded by a powerful enemy. 

On two opposite mountains are marshalled in battle array 
the armies of Israel and of the Philistines. The champion 
of the latter, a veteran in arms, a giant in stature, possess- 
ing uncommon strength, aad having his head defended by a 
helmet, his body by a coat of mail, his sword girt upon his 
thigh, and his mighty spear waving in his hand, presents 
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himself in frent of the opposing army, and challenging a sin- 
gle combat. Where are now the warriors of Israel? They 
stand aghast ; every one shrinks from the contest. So there 
happens to be in the camp a stripling, one too young to be 
enrolled in the army. He enquires, who is this uncircum- 
cised Philistine, that he should defy the armies of the living 
God? I will go and fight with him. No, replies King Saul, 
thou art not able to go, for thou art but a youth, and 
he is a man ef war from his youth. But the other 
calmly answers, the Lord who, delivered me out of the 
paw of the lion, and of the bear, He will deliver me 
out of the hand of the Philistine. ‘They advance to the 
combat. And when the mighty champion saw this youth, 
he disdained him. “Am I a dog, that thou comest to me 
with a staff? Come, and I will give your flesh to the fowls of 
the air, and tothe beasts of the field.”” Look now on the oth- 
er. Does his heart palpitate ? Do his knees tremble? Does 
paleness sit upon his cheek; or does his bosom swell with 
rage? No. He is unruffled; calmness overspreads his 
brow. He replies tothe haughty Philistine, Thou comest 
to me with a sword, and with a spear, and with a shield ; 
but I come to thee in the name of the Lord of hosts, of the 


God of the armies of Israel. And I will smite thee and take 


thy head from thee, that all the earth may know that there is 
a God in Israel. Soon the mighty Goliath lay prostrate on 
the ground; his head is severed from his body; and the 
Philistines all flee, and return to their homes. 

Perhaps you will say to me, this is nothing but the story 
of David, which you have often read. Well, let me ask, 
did he not display more courage than any other man? And 
what do you suppose gave him this superior courage ? The 
answer is very plain—it was his picty. He often thought 
on God, and trusted in him. His language was, “ The 
Lord delivered me from the lion and the bear; he will de- 


jiver me from this Philistine.” And you have seen that the 


Lord did not disappoint his hopes. Had yeu visited hin», 
while he was entrusted with his father’s sheep, you would 
have seen him carefully guarding the flock by‘night ; a lion, 
a bear was no terror to him, so great was his canfidence ia 
the divine protection. In the morning he conducted thé 
Vou. VII. No. 12. 35 
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flock into the richest and greenest pastures; at noon he led 
them to the purest stream, that they might allay their 
thirst. And at evening when the sun was departing behind 
the western hills, and the sky lighting up with her thousand 
lamps, David, with much satisfaction, beholds his flock col- 
lecting under the wide spreading oak, a shelter from the fall- 
ing dew—joy beams on his countenance—his eyes are rais- 
ed in gratitude towards heaven,—his sweet voice breaks the 
calmness of the evening, chanting, The Lord is my Shep- 
herd, I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in green 
pastures: he leadeth me beside still waters. Thongh I 
walk through, the valley of the shadow of-death, I will fear 
no evil: for thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff they 
comfort me. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all 
the days of my life.” 

Thus you see that it was in the calmness and innocency 
of a shepherd’s life that David acquired his superior cour- 
age and magnanimity; and that by contemplating the cha- 
racter of God, and placing unlimited confidence in his Al- 
mighty arm. Not only when meeting in single combat the 
proud Goliath, but in every danger he was calm ; he felt safe 
under the protection of his God. In the hour of death he 
could indulge the most elevated hopes, and look forward 
with the highest joy to the bright morning of the resurrec- 
tion, when he will awake to life, and be crowned with im- 
mortal joys. Net so the mighty hero, who never thinks of 
God. He indeed receives the honour and applause of men ; 
he descends with glory to the grave; but that is the end of 
his happiness ; be passes the limit of time; and allis dark- 
ness, horror and woe. And in the resurrection he awakes 
to everlasting shame. 

My young friend, I do not suppose that you have any de-. 
sire to distinguish yourself by martial enterprise ; probably 
you will never meet the dangers of the field, or the camp; 
but are there no dangers to which you are exposed ? Do you 
not, as well as David, need the protection of God? In the 
hour of death you will need comfort and support; you will 
earnestly desire that one ray of hope may illuminate the 
dark passage, to cheer the dark valley that leads from time 
to eternity,—none but God can give you this. You arenow 
the age of David, when he so sweetly sung on the plains of 
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Judea, and so calmly trusted in the great Shepherd of [s- 
racl, O my dear young friend, be entreated to study his 
Psalms, till like him you learn to sing not only with the 
voice, but with your heart the high praises of Jehovah. 


FRATER, 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 
DIALOGUE IV. 
BETWEEN A MOTHER AND HER CHILDREN. 
Henry—Eliza— William and Amelia. 


Father. Iam tolerably well satisfied with the account 
you have all rendered of the manner in which the precious 
time of this day has been improved; you must see the ad- 
vantage of your mother’s plan—to attend to every thing in 
its proper season. If this is neglected, all is in confusion. 
Remember, all of you, that your time is an inestimable bles- 
sing; an hour once wasted is lost to you for ever! You 
have this day seen the sun rise in its splendour, beheld it 
darkened, and obscured, and again seen it in beauty set. 
Life is compared toa day. Very few see one free from the 
storms of adversity. My Matilda, you wil now give them 
your instructions. I have learnt, by experience, that a mo- 
ther is much better calculated to teach her children; the 
manner is more gentle and endearing. 

Mother. Ihave nothing to add to what you have said, 
except to tell them this day’s failures, and the faults I have 
discovered. Henry, my son, } fear this day you have been 
seen in bad company. You must recollect that I warned 
you to flee from those two bad boys, when we saw them 
robbing birds’ nests, in that blooming orchard, where we 
were walking some time since; and to day you saw them 
with a bird’s nest full of young ones. Did it not grieve you 
to see the little helpless creatures hurt, and hear their cries ? 
Besides all, Iam told those wicked children dare to take 
God’s holy name in vain. Oh! my son, is it possible that 
you need so much said to youto teach you to shun such bad 
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company. Should you learn their evil habits, it would almost 

break my heart. Have I not said enough heretofore to con- 

vince you all of the danger and destructive tendency of 

wicked examples? 

Henry. My dear mother, I deeply feel the truth of aff 
you have said ; and while my heart overflows with affection- 
ate gratitude, I feel a pleasure in relieving your anxiety. 
Believe me, I hate such company; and did I not fear being 
Jed astray by it, I should avoid it; for 1 never shall forget 
what instruction you gave me when [. first read about poor 
tray in the spelling book. It made a deep, and I hope 
lasting impression. I will relate the simple truth. They 
overtook Edward Stanley and myself, and accused me of 
having stolen a nest of young birds belonging tothem. I 
endeavoured to exculpate myself from the charge, telling 
them that I would on no account be guilty of taking any 
one, at any time, even when much younger than I now am. 
They were angry, and said words unfit to be repeated. Ed- 
ward then took up the subject, and entreated them in a ten- 
der and solemn manner to forsake their sinful practices. 
They hung their heads, and one of them wept, and promised 
to try. i trust you will not censure this, or think it wrong 
for us to endeavour to appease their wrath, or to strive to 
do them some good. 

M. No, my son, yeu did right; come and receive the 
kiss of maternal love; and let these tears convince you 
that it is joy to a mother’s heart to see her son obey and en- 
deavour to do well. Edward is an excelent child. Of him 
you will iearn much good, Lhope. Frequent his society as 
much as possible. Eliza, my child, you have been remiss 
in study, and negligent about your work ; besides, I really 
fear you are growing lazy. Did I not see some of your 
clothes lying about your chamber? What would you learn 
little Amelia ? what excuse can you have to offer ? 

Eliza. None; it is true my mind was occupied with 
amusement and pleasure. I feel my fault, and will freely 
confess it; one reason has been a book lent me by Mary 
Townly. I kept it in my room, and read it every moment 
I could get ; besides, I know it was not such a one as you 
would choose for me ; it is a novel. 

M. J perceive that you feel guilty ; and if you are sin 
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cerely penitent, will pardon you this once; but what ro- 
mance have you been reading? Why did you not bring it 
to me as you usually do? 

E. it is called “ Self Controul ;” and the reason J did 
not show it te you was, the fear that you would not let me 
read it if I did. 

M. Oh! Eliza, you have done very wrong; but I am 
glad to find you willing to confess; and may I net hope you 
will do so no more? I would not refuse to let you read a 
few well chosen novels; but by my own early experience I 
can assure you, that even when the mind is strong and can 
bear it, they have a bad tendency ;—they render history 
dull, and religious beoks irksome or tedious ; and even the 
best romances have but very little pure gold, amongst 
much rubbish. A beloved brother once asked me if I was 
willing to take a pound of poison, to get an ounce of zour- 
éshment. in future bring me the books that are lent you. 
I think that Hellen Stanley would hardly have given you 
such a book to read. Cultivate intimate friendship with 
her. ‘To you, William, I must say, that you have been stu- 
dious and obedient ; but I thought I discovered carelessness, 
and something bordering on cruelty ; ; but you was reproved, 
and attempted to apologize for it at the time. Strive to cor- 
rect this habit; and if you love mischief, O forbear—think 
of the consequences. Come, Amelia, you look sleepy ; 
have you forgotten the temper you showed this day, and 
how you sviled the new book Pa presented but one week 
since ? 

Amelia. No, my dear Ma; but will you forgive me, 
and ferget it? Iam very sorry. 

M. Indeed, my dear, I have punished you for it, I 
believe, and must now overlook it. Remember it is very 
ungrateful to those who write and print, as well as those 
who purchase books for your instruction, to abuse them ; 
but when little girls keep them nice and improve by them, 
it is a reward. 

F. Such a scene as this is pleasant to a father’s heart. 
To your Ma’s counsel and advice I have only this to add: 
remember all.she says to you——profit -by her lessoas—let 
her experience and example teach you wisdom—ever avoid 
such. eanduct as you are awere will give her pain—con- 
25* 
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tinue to be affectionate and kind to each other—and you 
will give joy to your father—and I trust will become bles- 
sings in the decline of life. 

M. My dear friend, shall we now surround the family 
altar ? | 

F. I would first, a few moments, have them all look out 
’ and admire this delightful evening ; we seldom have one as 
light and still. Henry has some little knowledge of astron- 
omy. What think you, my son, of such a night as this fr 

H. I think it speaks volumes. Ah! what wisdom, 
power, and glory, is here displayed. Here is no blind 
chance-work ; the planets are not hurled in confusion ; all 
is order and beauty to an attentive observer, that has the 
least knowledge or taste. 

E. Itis a lovely evening ; I love to gaze on the azure 
spangled sky, and the pale queen seems to be conscious of 
her empire, and to shine in peerless majesty ;—she only per- 
forms the task assigned her. 

A. My hymn says, 


“ The spacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue etherial sky, 

The spangled heaven’s shining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim.” 


M. Yes, my dear; and it is also true that 


*‘ For ever singing as they shine, 
The hand that made us is divine.” 


William, what observations have you to offer? you surely 
cannot be insensible to such a scene. 

WW’. J was thinking of what a glorious place heaven must 
be, and of those lines, 


“From the third heavens, where God resides, 
That holy, happy place.” 


And of the golden streets of the New-Jerusalem. 

F. Oh! may you my son, and all my children “ have a 
portion there.” Now get your Bibles. The evenings are 
short, and itis time to close our duties, offer the sacred sacri- 


fice of prayer and praise, and then retire to the peaceful 
bed of rest. 
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THE STEAM PACKET. 


Some months since, I had occasion to leave home for a 
few weeks, and on my retnrn, found that a steam packet was 
to sail next morning. I went on board a short time before 
the hour appointed for her leaving the harbour, that I might 
avoid the bustle and confusion attendant upon arriving late, 
which is generally occasioned by the habit of indulging too 
long in bed. Ifa person intends to take a journey, he will 
do well to regard the plain maxim; “ Take time by the 
forelock,” for he cannot anticipate what hindrances he may 
experience in the course of the day. 

The morning was beautiful, for the brilliant sun cast its 
beams around and caused nature to smile. <A bright morn- 
ing however does not ensure a cheerful day. Clouds may 
arise and darken the scene, and storms and tempests termi- 
nate the whole. 

The passengers continued to pour in; and just before 
the ladder was removed by which they descended from the 
pier into the vessel, the voice of the captain resounded, to 
invite and hasten on board those who wished to accompany 
him. 

As I stood upon deck, I could not help noticing with 
what calmness and composure they descended, who came 
early. After having carefully stored their luggage, they 
deliberately surveyed the surrounding objects, and conversed 
freely and pleasantly, while they who came late, exhibited 
evident marks of confusion and disorder, hastily throwing 
their trunks or packages on the deck, and exclaiming as 
they came forward, apparently in a fever, “I was afraid I 
should be too late.” 

After the ladder was removed, the shrill horn pierced the 
air, and instantly a crowd appeared at the side of the pack- 


et, panting for breath, and looking unutterabie things, “ why 


did you not come earlier?” roared the mate, “ it is surpris- 
ing that you do not observe the time. Come, jump down 
in a moment, and think yourself well off. A moment later 
and you would have been left behind.” 

At length the packet, to the great joy of the passengers, 
beftthe pier. 1 kept my eye fixed on the land, viewing the 
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spectators who witnessed our departure, when my aiten- 
tion was suddenly arrested by a young man who waved his 
handkerchief to the captain, but no notice being taken of 
his signal, he hastily leaped into a boat and the watermen 

ied their oars with all ther strength to overtake us. The 
youth called—and his veice rent the air—but the captain 
regarded not—*“ We cannot stop the packet,” said he ; “ he 
should ‘have come earlier.” After many exertions, the boat 
returned to the pier, whilst our vessel proceeded triumph- 
antly on its way. 

I had now time to examine the passengers on board. 
Some were well dressed, and others were clad in mean ap- 
parel. On the countenances of many, age had made deep 
furrows, while others were healthy and blooming like the 
rose, for the packet received all who came, nor did I see 
one refused. Our voyage was very pleasant, and afforded 
me the opportunity of reflecting upon the scenes I had wit- 
nessed. 

There is an important journey to be performed, thought 
I, and yet how many there are who never make it their con- 
cern. Like the spectators we have left behind, they see oth- 
ers pressing into the kingdom of God, but they merely look 
on, calmly reasoning, that they must perform the voyage at 
some time or other. I mean, reader, that while others seek 
the salvation of their souls, they are indifferent and careless. 

How ample is the provisien that God has made for the 
salvation of sinners in the glorious gospel, whosoever will 
may come and obtain pardon for their sins, rich and poor, 
bond and free, for there is no exception. To you, O men, 
I-call; and my voice is to the sons of men. Him that com- 
eth unto me, I will in no wise cast out. 

There are many who come to Christ early ; Convinced 
of the necessity of Religion, and the value of their souls, 
they devote the prime of their life to God, and give him the 
morning of their days, cheerfully and calmly they pass their 
time, ‘directed in difficulties by heavenly wisdom, supported 
under troubles by divine promises, and kept from falling by 
efficacious grace. 

Others linger while mercy invites, time after time, vear 
after year,they talk of a more convenient season. Pressed 
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by business, allured by pleasure, influenced by the example 
of their associates, or awed by the fear of their superiors, 
they continue to neglect their salvation, till the shrill sound 
of some gospel messenger reachers their ears, and blessed 
by the Holy Ghost, penetrates their hearts; then they ruf 
speedily, reproaching themselves for their former delay. 

But what a crowd defer their eternal safety to their dying 
hour; how they press for mercy, fearing that mercy is clean 
gone for ever! ! Happy that their ears are not entirely clos- 
ed to the sound of pardoning grace—they come at the eleventh 
hour, and yet—surprising goodness! Jesus, the Captain of 
salvation, does not reject them; for he saves to the uttermost 
all who come. 3 

~ It is dangerous to defer salvation to such a period as this. 
Disease and pain may stupify the mind and render the heart 
gross and the ear dull of hearing, so that they may be una- 
ble to hear the message of mercy, unable to read the epistles 
of grace, unable te understand and to reflect. How great is 
the import of that sentence: Behold, now is the accepted 
time; behold, now is the day of salvation! Listen reader, 
Remember time is closing, eternity is hastening—Death is 
near, Oh leave not to a dying hour, 


The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 


Some may come too late—the vessel will not always tarry 
—the captain will not always receive—no, they who being 
often reproved, harden the neck, shall be destroyed, without 
remedy ; they who trifle with conscience, neglect the means 
of grace, scorn the admonitions of the pious, stay from God 
till the last moment, and then seek to enter heaven by the 
prayers of the minister, or the reception of the Lord’s sup- 
per, while they neglect the blood of the Son of God, may call 
and supplicate—but they shall call and supplicate in vain. 
Read Proverbs i. 24 to 31. 

Reader, dear reader! Let me exhort thee to come to Je- 
sus Christ, for now is the accepted time. See, he beckons 
thee from the pleasures of sin, momentary joys—to the solid 
substantial permanent telicities of the heavenly world. 
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No One ought to make light of Serious Things. 


As I was passing, a few evenings since, along one of 
the principal streets in , when the wind was rather 
high, I perceived some tiles and bricks falling on the pave- 
ment, and I said eagerly to a person who was near me, 
‘ What is the matter here?’ ‘ O Sir,’ said he, ‘ tis only our 
chimney tumbling down!’ I was much struck with the 
man’s indifference. Oniy,—thought I, a chimney falling 





down! Why, it might have crushed some valuable member 


of society: it might have taken away the father, the sup- 
port of a family, or have snatched from the arms of a fond 
parent a beloved child. 

Musing a little on the subject, I began to think, that this 
poor man was not singular in his views and feelings. ‘There 
are many in society, who say of things of a very serious na- 
ture,—they are only trifles! Thus I recollect to have been 
in a family where the mother inquired, ‘ What her little boy 
was doing in the kitchen?’ ‘ Onty playing with the fire, 
ma’am,’ was the answer. Only playing with the fire! Why, 
a few weeks since, a servant in the family of one of my 
friends, whose apron accidentally took fire, was burnt so 
dreadfully, that she died in a few days. And I have known 
many a child who has been burnt to death, who has been 
only playing with the fire! 

Children often call ill names, and think it a very trifling 
matter. Thus I recollect, when a naughty Sunday-school 
boy was called to account for this fault, he said, ‘ Why, EI 
ONLY Called him a fool!’ But calling ill names is a very se- 
rious, wicked thing. The Lord Jesus Christ has declared, 
that “he who calls his brother a fool, is in danger of hell 
fire !” | 

I recollect once hearing a considerable noise in one of the 
rooms of a house at which I called; and asking what it was: 
I was assured, that it was onty John and Henry quarrel~ 
Jing. O brothers should love each other ; 


‘ Birds in their little nests agree, 
Aad ’tis a shameful sight, 
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When children of one family, 
Fall out, and chide, and fight.’ 


When quarrels begin, no one can tell where they will end. 
Cain was at first angry with Abel, and then he murdered 
him ! | 

As I was once entering a large town on a Sabbath even- 
ing, I perceived a number of people collected together in a 
large open place, and I asketl the purpose of their meeting ? 

‘Q sir,’ said a man, with a sneer on his. countenance, 
‘They are onLY going to hear a man preach!’ I went too, 
and I soon found that the preacher, thus scornfully noticed, 
spoke very sensibly of the great truths of the gospel of 
Christ. I could not help regarding him as a servant of the 
most High God, who was shewing the people the way of 
salvation. Serious sermons are serious things, and are in- 
timately connected with our present and everlasting welfare. 

I lately passed by a man who was laughing immoderate- 
ly, and I found that it was at the wickedness of one of his 
companions. Sin is a serious thing; it ought not be laughed 
at, it brought ‘ death into the world, and all our woe.’ None 
but “ fools,” says the Bible, “ make a mock of sin.” 


‘ Who laughs at sin, laughs at his Maker’s frown, 
Laughs at the sword of justice o’er his head : 
Laughs at the great Redeemer’s tears and wounds, 
Who, but for sin, had never groan’d or bled.” 


I recollect a schoolmaster who chastised a youth who was 
absent, when he ought not, from school. His mother was 
much offended, and said, “ That her boy had played at tru- 
ant a few times onty.”’ I knew this boy well; and whilst 
he was away frem school, he got acquainted with bad com- 
pany, and they quite ruined him, I fear, in body and soul. 

Many years since, as I was going through a church-yard, 
I saw a great many people making towards one corner of it. 
Wishing te know their errand, I made inquiry, and was told, 
© That it was onLy a funeral.? Only a funeral! why, what 
can be more solemn or affecting! Then the tender ties of 
husband or wife, of father or mother, of son or daughter, of 
brother or sister, or friend, had been rent asunder. A fune- 
ral surely should remind us of our latter end, and should 
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make as ask, whether we are ready for the awful moment of 
our departure. There cannot be a funeral, without some in- 
| dividual having prssed to heaven or to hell! The thought, 
how instructive, and how solemn! 

4 Reader! forget not this paper. Make not light of serious 
“things. 


FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 


THE ORPHAN.—A FRracmenr. 






‘The orphan proceeded to relate the following circum- 
stance of his life. My brother told me of God and of his 
creation. He told me of Eden. It was the garden of pleas- 
ure; its air was pure, in which floated no deadly mote or 
poiseneus infection. A constant gentle breeze moved over 
its surface. No pestilential vapour issued from the soil. ~ ! 
The face of nature glowed with perpetual beauty. The 
trees exhibited all varieties of colour, from the violet to crim- 
son, and birds sat singing upon every bough, It was as 
Heaven. No fierce beast was there. Whatever could 
please the taste, whatever could regale the eye, whatever : 
could charm the ear, was spread around in lavish profusion. ' 
There was no pain to cancel pleasure, all the senses were in 
constant operation, and the whole system was full of bliss. 
But satan comes—Death follows—creation groans—man is bi 
driven from Eden—an angel guards its gates—we cannot E. 
enter. All is lost! what shall we do?” | 
Thus spake my brother, said the orphan, and to me it 
was a mournful story. But he told me of Jesus; let me 
never forget it. How He left a place more pleasant than 
Eden—a region of glory ! He left a universe of wealth, and 
became poor as the poorest. He exchanged his celestial 
robe for a human vesture. Lo! now a few fishermen en- 
circle him. Now a poor woman anoints his head—kisses 
his feet—bedews them with her tears. Let her praise be 
wafted ou every wind. Now even the foxes have holes, 
birds Lave nests ; but Jesus has no resting place, not even 
a pillow! He is mocked, scourged, insulted. He toils, 
bleeds, dies! and for whom? For us,his enemies, But He 
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has gone to Heaven. There He has prepared many man- 
sions, even for us. Hark! He calls—“‘ Come unto me all 
ye weary !” Shall we go? My brother spake, said the or- 
phan, and a shaft pierced my heart—the old hereditary poi- 
son gathered round it. It wounded but to heal. Satan felt 
its sting. The great Physician cleansed, and fitted me, (as 
I trust) for a place more pleasant than the garden of Eden 
—the garden of our God! FE. 


<a we 
_— 


JOB’S LOSSES. 


The history of Job. furnishes one of the most striking in- 
stances how soon a man ntay be deprived of all his outward 
advantages and worldly afiluence; and impressively ad- 
monishes us not to trust to uncertain riches, which aften seem 
as if they took to themselves wings and flew away, like the 
bird which sometimes escapes from the very hand of the 
fowler. 

The book of Job is probably the most ancient book ia 
the world, appearing to have been written even before the 
days of Moses, as his life, which probably was about two 
hundred years, resembles the longevity of them who lived 
much nearer to the time of the flood, than the age of Moses, 
and making no mention of the particular situation of the 
Israelites under the law, nor any clear reference to the rites 
and ceremonies of that law. 

Whensoever he lived, he was a man of singular piety to- 
wards God, rectitude in his dealings with men, humanity 
and liberality to the poor. He was favoured with a flour- 
ishing family of seven sons and three daughters, and his 
riches seems to have been great. Perhaps his commercial 
transactions exceeded any thing to be found in the present 
day, attached to an individual, for he possessed 3000 cam- 
els, seemingly to-carry on distant traffic, to countries per- 
haps beyond the deserts, even to India. ‘The number of 
servants requisite for managing so many camels on a jour- 
ney must have been great.. He also possessed a thousand 
oxen, and five hundred she asses, with all the necessary 
utensils for husbandry, adapted to so great an establishment : 
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the east. His family seem to have heen affectionate and 
harmonious among themselves, but too mach given t gaie- 
ty, as the whole seven sons h: 9 agreed to feast at each oth- 
er’s houses in rotation, enjoying also the company of their 
three sisters. Ilere was feasting for seven days, which cer- 
tainly was neither good for mind or body. Of this their fa- 
ther had his fears, lest they in their hilarity might proceed 
to excess, or might become inordinate ly attached to the plea- 
sures of this life, or less inclined to attend to the duties of 
religion. 

When these friendly family feastings were ended, Job 
collected them around hi nm, and as a priest over his own 
house exhorted them to self: examination, confession of sin, 
and supplicating the divine forgiveness, and to prepare their 
hearts for seriously attending to the ordinances of religion. 
And lest evil tho oul s against God had arisen in their hearts 
during their feasting hours, he offered up sacrifices of ani- 
mals to God, that through the shedding of the Redeemer’s 
blood, which the shec dding of their’s represented, these sins 
en be washed away, or pardoned—a lovely instance of 

the piety and tender parental fceling of the patriarch’s mind, 
which was his constant practice after such associations; a 
proof also that his great riches and numberless avocations 
neither choaked nor destroyed the impressions of Jehovah's 
truth from his mind and beart. 

There came, however,a day when a chain of most singu- 
lar and distressing calamities commenced, on the property 
and family of this worthy man, a day wheo all the children 
were assembled for a feast in the house of the first b: rm, or 
elder brother. News came to Job that the Sabeans had 
carried off his oxen and asses, and slain his servants who 
were with them. While the man was in the very act ef re- 
lating this doleful tale, another arrived with one equally dis- 
tressing, viz. that lightning from heaven had destroy ‘ed his 
abeep and their herds—inst antly came a third with the ti dings 
that a numerous band of Chaldean banditti, had carried off 
his camels and murdered their attendants; but the most 
grievous of all was reserved for the last, who stated that 
while all his children were enjoying the feast provided by 
their elder brother, a sudden tempest arose, overturned the 





Indeed in point of opulence he ranked first of all the men of 
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house in which they were, and buried the whole family in the 
ruins! Tidings sufficient to overwhelm and drive to destrac- 
tion most men, but Job instantly perceived the hand of God 
in the whole matter. He found himself in a few hours, be- 
reft of every thing he possessed in the world, burled from 
the highest. pinnacle of wealth to the lowest pitch of pover- 
ty; from possessing a numerous and prosperous family, to 
the childless. He immediately rent his robe, shaved his 
head, in token of his distress, and in deep humility he fell 
prostrate on the ground and reverently worshipping his God, 
said, “ Naked came [ out of my mother’s womb, and na- 
ked,” or bereaved of every thing, “shall | return,” to the 
crave; “the Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; 
blessed be the name of the Lord.” He reviled neither Sa- 
beans nor Chaldeans, knowing they could do nothing against 
him but as his God who watched over him permitted them. 
ile was no poorer than when he was born. God was his 
chief portion, that was his trde and permanent riches, that 
liowever rich in earthly possessions he might be at death, 
he ceuld take none of them with him. In this the richest 
and poorest are on a par, an equal footing. With all his 
losses his state was most enviable. Now all his sufferings 
are ended, he is now possessing the inheritance of the saints 
in light. Let us neither look to friends, nor gold, nor pos- 
sessions for our happiness, but chiefly to God, and remem- 
ber that our greatest calamities may come in the hours of 
our greatest cheerfulness, as on the sons and daughters of 
worthy Job, while engaged in a family feast. 


— 


THE SABBATH BREAKERS. 


A. few years since, a gentleman residing in Philadelphia, 
established a school in the suburbs of the city, which he re- 
gularly met every Sabbath morning. As he walked out, he 
noticed that he passed a house where he uniformly found a 
part of the family at work in the garden, raising vegetables 
for market. In one of his walks past the garden, he threw 
a tract over the fence, on the sinfulness of violating the Holy 
Sabbath. No one happened to be in the garden at that time, 
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424 The Infant Preacher. 


and the tract lay unperceived for some hours. But in the 
course of the day, a female of the family, walking through 
the garden, picked up the tract, wondering how a religious 
book could come there. On reading its title, and seeing 
the subject on which it treated, she superstitiously supposed 
that it must have been sent there miraculously, to convict the 
family of the awful guilt of breaking the Sabbath. What 
with the convictions of conscience awakened on reading the 
tract, and what with more of superstition, the woman was 
first thrown into an agony, next into convulsions: and that. 
night about twelve o’clock, in the most awful agony and 
forebodings of misery for a wicked life, she was stretched 
out a corpse ! 

Here, said the Rey. Dr. Milnor, of New-York, as he re- 
lated this account at the Tract Society in Boston—here I 
must not stop ; for I should not have dared to have related 
the circumstance, but for what follows. The woman was 
buried, but the tract was left behind. It was read by the 
family, and the consequence was, that by means of her 
death, and the little tract, five individuals out of the seven 
who composed the family were awakened, and, eventually, 
were hopefully converted unto Christ. They have since 
brought forth fruits meet for repentance, and these five per- 
sons look upon that tract, as the instrument, in the hands 
of God, of their conversion.—Tract Mag. 
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THE INFANT PREACHER. 


[ give you an interesting conversation between one of my 
Sunday school children, between five and six years old, 
named , and her grandfather, with whom she was en a 
visit. The old man was then in a declining state :-— 

Child. I think you are very ill, grandfather. 

Grandfather. Yes,my dear, I’m very ill. 

Child. Where do you expect to go when you die? 

Grandfather. To heaven, I hope. 

Child. I hope you will; but if you do, you must leave 
off swearing and saying bad words. If you don’t, you will 
gotoa bad? place, and there be tormented with wicked and 
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miserable creatures; but if you go to heaven, you will be 
happy with God and Christ for ever. But you must pray, 
and keep on praying, and if you awake in the night you 
must pray. Grandfather, do you ever pray ? 

This last question, put with all the honest simplicity of 
infancy, touched the old man’s heart, and melted him into 
tears. Nothing could have been said more pointed and 
seasonable, and I haye reason to believe that a lasting im- 
pression was made upon hismind. He was soon after con- 
fined to his bed, when I visited him, and had the satisfac- 
tion of hearing the following lamentations from his lips :— 
‘ What a sinner I have been! What means I have slighted ! 
What a vile creature Jam!” Healso manifested an unusual 
abstractedness from the world. ‘O,” he said, “I have 
done with the world! The little time I may be spared shall 
be spent in mourning over my sins, and seeking an interest 
in the blessed Saviour!” 

He died in peace; and who knows-but, at the last great 
day, it will appear that this was a brand plucked out of the 
fire, through the instrumentality of a little child belonging to 
a Sunday school ?>—Journal of a Missionary. 
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SWEARING. 


The Rev. S. Wesley (father of the late Rev. John Wes- 
tey,) while residing in London, happened to go into a cof- 
fee-house, to obtain some refreshment. There were some 
gentlemen at the other end of the room ; one of whom, an 
officer in the Guards, swore dreadfully. Mr. W. saw that 
he could not speak to him without much difficulty ; he there- 
fore desired the waiter to bring him a glass of water. When 
it was brought, he said aloud, “ Carry it to that gentleman 
in the red coat, and desire him to wash his mouth after his 
oaths.” The officer rose up in a fury; but the gentlemen 
in the box laid hold on him, one of them crying out, “ Nay 
colonel, you gave the first offence. You see the gentleman 
is a clergyman—you know it is an affront to swear in his 
presence,” The officer was restrained, and Mr, Wesley 
departed 
| 36% 
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Poetry. 


GOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 
THE CHRISTIAN. 


** MARVEL NOT IF THE WORLD HATE ¥OC.” 
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The mad world hates him, 
Clad in gorgeous robes, glittering with gems, 
And lolling on the silken couch of sloth, 
With cold disdainfuleye she passes him. 
His works of charity, by prayer perfum’d, 
And meekly laid beneath the Sayiour’s feet, 
His tears for those who curse him to his face, 
His life, replete with labour, pain and care, 
His panting, agonizing toil to gain 
The victor’s crown, | 
His frequent abstinence and midnight prayers, 
His spotless life, his pity for the souls 
{| Who trifle with the blood of Calvary. 
These are the crimes whieh raise her bitter hate, 
Her execrations and her cold contempt. 
But he has joy within; the vale of life 
Peaceful he walks ; for O he walks with Ged. 
What though the couch which rests his toil worn limbs 
Be not of finest down? What though no drap’ry 
Wrought in foreign looms, hangs in soft folds, 
At And gay festoons above his humble head? 
AL What though no costly viands crown his beard, 
Nor golden goblets fill’d with sparkling wine ? 
| What though no trembling slave with quivering eye, 
His mandate waits, and flies whena it is given? | 
His is the treasure worlds can never buy ; 
i O’er his blest pillow angels’ wings expand ; 
1 Soft are his slumbers and his dreams of heaven; 
For him the everlasting arms enfold. 
P How peacefully his golden hours roll on! 
Qnce did I look within a humble cot, 
When evening dews were falling—the man of God 
t Was bending o’er the page of heavenly truth. 
Hid He claspt it to his breast, and talk’d of a reversion 
? In the skies which he would soon inherit. 
: He knelt before Jehovah, and call’d him Father ! 
His heart flow’d out in praise, his lifted eye 
Kindled with angel fires, as if it gazed 
On beauty uncreated. OQ he loek’d 
Unutierable things. Methought I stood 
On holy ground. Earth’s splendour’s seem’d | 
So mean and worthless, like the dust we tread on: 
) And my wrapt spirit panted for the skies. 
H © for a portion with the child of God! 

















Call upon me in the day of Trouble.—The Bible 428 


Mine be his toil and anguish—mine to meet 

‘The eye of scorn—let the vain world deride me, 

Heap reproach, yea curses on my name ; 

Yes, I can bear all, nor envy him — 

Who wears earth’s brightest diadem. CORNELIA. 





FOR THE GUARDIAN AND MONITOR. 
‘*©ALL UPON ME IN THE DAY OF TROUBLE.” 


Jesus, at thy feet I fall, 
Guilty, weak, with sorrows riven ; 

Thou didst taste the cup of gall, 
When thou for me didst purchase Heaven. 


Jesus, pitying Saviour see, 
A feeble worm with grief opprest; 
Thou, only Thou canst succour me, 
Bring to my wounded bosom rest. 


‘ Jesus, regard my ceaselegs sighs ; 
Friend of the wretched, hear my moans ; 
O wipe the tears which dim mine eyes, 
And soften every rising groan. 


Jesus, the waves are rising high ; 
O let thy gentle voice be heard ; 
‘* Cease angry billows—quwiet lie !”’ 
The billows shall obey thy word. CORNELIA. 
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THE BIBLE. 


When howls the tempest’s fearful sigh, 
Along the foaming deep ; 
When night’s dark robe hath veil’d the sky, 
And when in vain the seamen’s eye, 
Would strive the beacon fire to spy, 
That gleams on the distant steep ; 
And when the voice of breakers near, 
Is heard around to rave ; 
Then to the helm’s-man, O how dear, 
The chart, that tejls him how to steer 
His way from every danger clear, 
Through the midst of the stormy wave !_ 


And doth not thus the Bible cheer 
The pilgrim on life’s stormiest tide? 

And doth it not dispel his fear, 

And bid his sorrows all subside ? 


Q blest are they, and they alone, 
Who have this sacred book received ; 
4 Who all its saving truths have known, 
And with the heart those truths believed ; 

















































The Bibie. 


Their fears are fled, and fied their cares, 
And peace in life and death is theirs. 


Where’er they dwell, they feel repose, 
Amid the busy haunts of men ; 

As well as where unheeded grows, 
The wild flower in the lonely gien ; 

To them the peace of God is given, 

And every place to them is heaven. 


Whatever want, whatever woe, 

They here may be compell’d to know; 

This sacred Book doth still console, 

And banish sorrow from the soul, 

And teach them, as they onward press, 

Along this ‘ howling wilderness,’ 

Betide what will, befal what.may, 

To go rejoicing on their way. 

When friends, unfaithful proving, fly 
Like shadows o’er the wave, 

They shed no tear, they heave no sigh, 

Their soul is all composed,—and why ? 

‘Fhis Book hath said,—a friend is nigh, 
Who will not, cannot leave. 


And when the pale cold corpse they lay, 
In silence long and deep ; 

Of one whose spirit far away, 

In worlds invisible must stay ,— 

Whose lifeless limbs transform’d to clay, 
Fhe grave’s lone cell shall keep. 


No poignant griefs their minds assail, 
The hymn of joy they raise ; 
And welled on the passing gale, 
And mingled with the death-beil’s peal, 
Instead of grief’s funeral wail, 
You hear the song of praise. 


And why? This Book’s consoling love, 
Hath cheer’d the mourner’s heart; 
Its page declares, there is in store, 
Another, better, brighter shore, 
Where death’s dark wave, once travell'd o’er, 
The righteous live to die no more, 
And meet, no more to part ; 

And when they hear, within their breast, 
That faithful, still small voice, 
Which says how much they have transgress'd, 
Then too their cares are all at yest, 

They evermore rejoice ! 


And why? This sacred Book hath said, 
At rest, O trembling sinner be ; 

For he who in the garden bled,— 

On Calvary wept, and bow’d his head, 

And on the cross hung cold and dead, 

There wept, and bled, and died for thee; 
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